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Damn the Whiskey 


The smell of whiskey always makes me catch my breath. A small gasp and then my chest constricts as pain 
and longing fight for prominence as visceral memories slam into me with a force that almost knocks me down 
and floods my every sense with him all over again. | thought as the years went by that the smell of whiskey 
would have less of an effect but it never did. And the taste; god as if the smell didn't bring back enough 
memories for me, but the taste, that spicy, sweet, burning, taste of whiskey, especially Jack Daniels with it's 
fiery bite and stark black and white label, that taste brought out memories so strong | could actually feel 
them. Silky curls gripped in my hands, black tendrils twisting into perfect spirals that hid dark, smiling, sensual 
eyes that | used To get lost in and beautiful, plush, lips that would meet mine in a slow, lethargic build to 
passion, a warm tongue sliding against mine, my own tongue dipping into 

that sweet mouth that always, always, tasted like whiskey. That taste could almost bring me to my knees even 
twenty five years later. | didn't drink now as a rule but there were always exceptions. Liquor filled chocolates 
at Christmas, impromptu toasts made at weddings, a shot every now and then to relax or bring on sleep. If | 
had my choice | would drink gin but hotel mini bars don't always have Tangueray, but they always, always had 
Jack. Those hotel mini bars were the worst for keeping the memories at bay- the combination of a hotel room 


and whiskey that shit got me Every. Single. Time. 


Most of the time I'd just deal with the jet lag and ensuing insomnia when night actually fell but sometimes, 


some nights, when | had played the songs we wrote together or if one of the other guys called, on those 
nights | gave in and downed those little bottles of burning amber fire. On those nights | gave in to the whiskey. 


I'd breathe in the smell when the bottle opened and behind my closed eyelids | saw things in bursts and 
flashes: leather pants with a silver chain, a black leather jacket, a ridiculous, tall hat shoved down over soft, 
ebony, curls, white teeth flashing through a smartass grin, jangling silver bracelets and fingers that flew over 
the strings of a Les Paul and the soul of its owner playing out for all the world to hear. Things he could never 


express with words because he was so shy when it came to the contents of his heart. 


His raucous joy leapt out in the intro to Nightrain, his sexy, fuck you attitude flowed through Welcome to the 
Jungle. The innocent love | had so gladly returned in Sweet Child, the soft happiness and adoration played out 
through his acoustic in Patience. Later, and when things got harder and | had almost died more than once his 
anger and fear pounded through Coma. Oh that one was his baby; he worked and worked, perfectly bending 
every note til | could hear his message loud and clear. The sadness and resignation of his solo in Estranged, 
that was written after the fighting began. His pain and sense of doom and how everything came crashing down 
screams at me desperately in November Rain; | was on my way out, refusing to be in videos and letters of 
resignation had been sent by my lawyers. That final burst of love and desperation and futility mixed with pain 
build through Don't Cry, dying out with a whimper in the last few notes. The fucking smell of whiskey made me 
remember that shit. 


I'd just sit there for a while breathing it in and feeling the waves of my memories of him beginning to wash 
over me. | knew that soon I'd be drowning in them. I'd feel the liquid fire running down the back of my throat, 
burning a blazing trail into my stomach that would turn into a hazy, comfortable glow kind of the way our love 


used to make me feel. 


He was always drinking whiskey even when he was still underage he'd scrounge up money once a week or so 
and get me or Axl to buy it for him. Most days we had to guzzle which was way cheaper but he always made 
sure that he had money for whiskey on the weekends. When he was sober he was quiet, shy of he didn't know 
you very well, but when the whiskey kicked in he was a daredevil, outgoing, always smiling and laughing or 
fucking..oh god could he fuck with a fifth of whiskey in him. The term whiskey dick was definitely not based on 
his response to liquor. He could go over and over once he had some whiskey under his belt. In the beginning he 
would fuck multiple girls a night in our loft at parties; sweet talking them with that hushed voice or luring 
them in with that blatant raw sexuality that he seemed to be unaware that he possessed. How could he not 
know though? | mean it fairly pulsed from his body which twisted and writhed in time to the music that 
flowed so effortlessly from his guitar. When he was standing there under the lights, bent backwards, a sheen 
of sweat glistening on his muscular chest and arms his fingers flying over the fretboard it was all | could do 
not to snatch him up, shove my tongue down his throat and then bend him over Steven's drum kit. If | looked 
for too long I'd end up with a hard on that was painfully constricted by skin tight denim jjothat | would have to 
hide behind my guitar. The cheap floozies that | fucked backstage did almost nothing to slake my longing for 
him; they were too soft and they didn't smell or taste the way | just knew he would and | longed for the bite 
of whiskey. 


| finally got my wish one night after a show, Everyone had left the dressing room except the two of us and 


were passing a bottle of Jack back and forth, sprawled out on the couch beside each other. Neither of us felt 
like picking up groupies and honestly | just wanted to be around him. God he's a beautiful kid; only 19, from a 
good home, parents are divorced butler between them and his mpaternal grandmother he's still surrounded by 
a safety net of love. He might live with Axl in our crummy little studio but he could probably go home if he 
wanted but it's not cool to be living with mommy and daddy so he Ishares a loft bed we built with Axl in our 
rehearsal space. He holds the bottle out to me and | reach for it, bringing it to my mouth and taking a long 
pull of the burning liquid and turn to him. "No chicks tonight?" | ask him: 


"Nahnh, not in the mood tonight. I'm tired of fucking sluts Iz, | feel like | need something else, something I'm 
not getting. Not sure what it is but | just need something more; does that make any sense?" He asks 


nervously. 


Hmm, not totally drunk then if he's still nervous asking about shit. | know what he needs that he's not getting, 
what he needs is a man. Damn good thing | am one. "Makes sense to me," | tell him. "I think | know what it is 


you need too." 
He takes the bottle from my outstretched hand and swigs long and hard from it. "Yeah? Well tell me then" 


| can't tell you | have to show you," | whisper. "Would that be ok?" He swallows hard, his Adam's apple bobbing 


up and down but he nods, eyeing me from under his curls. 


He takes one more swig from the bottle and then | pull him to me, pressing my lips to his plush , sweet, ones. 
He gasps quietly but he doesn't fight me. My tongue plunges between his lips, dipping into the warm softness 
of his mouth. Like | figured he tastes like the burning sweetness of the whiskey we had been passing back and 
forth along with cigarettes and something subtle and sweet that was just him. He hesitates for a second then 
kisses back fiercely like this something he had wanted for a long time but had denied himself. He groans into 
my mouth and I'm lost. | start pulling at his clothes and he shoves my open shirt off my shoulders. | pull away 
to breathe and just look at him, panting. "Is this what you want?" | ask him. 


"Yeah," he breathes "for so fucking long!" It's on then! Pants are unbuttoned, zippers pulled down 


| push him up on to to sofa and get him to lean on the back. | pull his back to my chest and bring two fingers 
to his lips. "Suck" | hiss and he does getting then good and wet. | bring my spit slicked fingers to his entrance 
and make wet circles, pushing against him but not entering until | feel him push against me. "Ready?" | whisper 
and he nods. | push my fingers into him slowly and he whimpers at first but practically keens when they're 


inside of him brushing over his prostate. | tease him while | stretch him, reveling in his sounds of pleasure. 
When he's stretched enough | remove my fingers and line the head of my cock up with his opening. | don't ask 
if he's ready | don't need to; as soon as he feels my cock rubbing against him he leans back into me and wraps 


his arms around my neck. "Izzy please!" he begs. 


"Might hurt," | warn him. 


"Don't care, | just want youl" He answers and that's all | need to hear. | thrust into him gently but firmly and 
he cries out a little and his breath is coming hard and fast. | keep still, caressing his shoulders and placing soft 


kisses on his neck, 


"You've gotta relax baby," | whisper and wrap my arms around him, pulling him close in an effort to make him 
feel comfortable, safe, wanted. He surprised me by snuggling into my arms, and | pulled him close. "You ok 


Slash? We can stop if you want," | reassure him. 


"No, | dont want to stop. | need you to take me, need a man, | need you | think," he stammerea. Its just- you're 


big Izz and I've never done this before." 


‘lm not that big you're bigger," | point out. "Just relax, I'll make u feel good | promise. It's just new you'll get 
used to it in a second. | won't hurt you Slash | promise," | soothe him. He turns his head to look at me and his 
eyes are huge; dialated with lust, vulnerability, and a little fear. They held a silent plea to be comforted and 
cared for as he surrendered himself to me. | smiled and kissed him softly, tightening my grip on his skinny 
body. "I've got you, just relax baby doll," | whispered into his ear and planted tiny, wet, kisses on his throats 
and jaw. | reached around and gripped his hard cock in my hand, slowly stroking him and running my thumb 
over the head and smearing the drops of precum that had leaked out onto the silky skin of his glans. 


"Ohh," he gasped softly. 


"Relax|l'll give you what you need, I'll show you how good you can feel, just relax," | purred and he finally did 
and | started to thrust in a slow, deep, rhythm and | matched my hands strokes on his cock to the same 
rhythm. He groaned and thrust into my hand and then back towards my cock: "Bend over a litte," | told him 
and adjusted our position so that | was at the perfect angle to hit his spot. My next thrust hit him perfectly 
and his reaction was fucking gorgeous; he arched his back and let out a high pitched moaning whimper that 


ended in a throaty "ohh." 

"Yeah, you like that?" | asked as | thrust into his spot a second time and he let out another pleasured sound. 
"Yeah Izzy, ohh!" he whimpered as | hit his spot again. 

"Is this what you needed Slash? You needed a man, you needed my cock!" 

"Yeah!" he panted. "| needed a man! | needed you!" 

"Yeah, you needed me to make you cum on my dick," | hissed as | started to thrust harder and faster and his 
groans and cries increased God | loved how vocal he was. He was so close; his muscles were clenched around 
me like a fucking vise and he was whimpering and writhing in my arms. "Come on baby cum for me, show me 


how much you needed me to fuck you. 


"Izzy," he breathed, I'm gonna, | need, hard Izzy please!" he begged. | was happy to oblige and | thrust into him 
hard and he let out a yell. Then harder right into his engorged spot, | could feel the head of my cock slamming 


into it and then he let go. His body went completely rigid and his sweet ass squeezed the fuck out of my cock 
which sent a wave of heat slammed into me and | gripped him tightly in my arms and muffled my estatic cry 
by burying my face in his neck. That vise grip on my dick dissolved into constricting spasms and | grinned as 


he cried out my name as his cock covered my hand and his chest and belly in thick, white, ropes of cum. 


"Yeah baby, | panted as | rode out the waves of my own orgasm and | felt my cock throbbing inside of him 
filling him with my own hot load. Finally, as things grew quieter and the waves of ecstasy turned into sweet 
spasms of aftershocks he whimpered and turned to look at me with eyes that were glazed with pleasure and 


satisfaction. "ls that what you needed Slash? ls that what you wanted to feel?" | asked. 


"Yeah," he breathed. | needed a man, | needed you," he admitted in a hushed voice and his cheeks immediately 


turned red and he looked down 


"Hey, nothing wrong with needing a good hard fuck baby doll. You're damn cute when you blush," | told him and 


grinned. 


He didn't smile though he kept his eyes down and said "| didn't just need a fuck though Izzy, | needed you." His 
eyes darted up briefly and then back down. 


"Hey, look at me Slash," | whispered and tipped his chin up so that he had to meet my eyes. He looked at me 
and those beautiful brown eyes were filled with fear, sure he would be rejected. "Nothing wrong with needing 
me either. | don't do this with just anyone, | wanted YOU Slash, you and no one else. | wanted to show you how 
good | could make you feel, | wanted to make you want me." He stayed silent and | pulled him closer to me and 
cradled him into my lap gently pulling out of him and sitting beside him. | pulled him into my arms and he clung 
to me burying his face in my chest. | stroked his hair and twisted one of his curls around my finger. | looked 
over and saw the half full bottle of jack on the table and leaned over to pick it up. | took a swig and then 
offered it to him. He brought the bottle to his lips and gulped down at least a quarter of what was left. 


"So what does this mean |zz?" he finally whispered. 

"What do you want it to mean?" | replied. 

"|| think | might need you Izzy, | want to be... more than friends, | have for a while," he stammered. 

"Well | guess it's a good thing I've wanted to be more than friends too," | told him looking into those deep 
brown eyes that held so much hope tempered with trepidation. All of the fear and worry left them though 
when | said | wanted to be with him too and he smiled. 


"Axl's gonna flip!" he said and we both snickered. 


"Fuck him!" | replied still laughing. "Fuck anyone that gets in our way. He gave me a small smile and then leaned 


up and placed a soft kiss on my lips. His mouth tasted like whiskey and | loved it. 


So began the most intense love affair of my life. It lasted two years and five months and I've never loved 
anyone that way again. In the end when | could no longer stay in a band where the singer showed up late and 
caused riots and my lover and band mates were too fucked up to function most days the whiskey on his 
breath that | had loved in the beginning became my enemy. | was forced into sobriety but when my federal 
probation ended | had relapse after relapse it just wasn't in the press. | rationalized that it wasn't heroin, it 
was just coke it wasn't the same thing. Slash and Duff went on what seemed like a permanent bender, 
maintaining drunk and getting drugs off the groupies who came to our after parties. Pussy and drugs were in 
constant supply but Slash always found his way back into my bed every night. Most nights he came back to 
the hotel with me but on the nights he partied with Duff he'd come in quietly in the dark, somehow finding his 
way into my arms no matter how fucked up he was. Some nights I'd get a phone call telling me that he was 
passed out in the bar or in a limo or in Duff or Matt's room and if his bodyguard didn't bring him back 
because it was late and the man was sleeping I'd drag myself out of bed to go find him and carry him to bed 
myself. Sometimes he'd wake up as | hoisted him up into my arms and he'd wrap his arms around my neck and 
lean in for a kiss; those kisses were absolutely saturated with whiskey. | never pushed him away, | loved him 
and always welcomed his sweet kisses and other affections but | hated the damn whiskey. It's hard to make 
love when you're so drunk you can't walk. Hard to have a conversation when you're high on heroin and drunk 
at the same time. In the end the drugs and the whiskey stole him from me. The sweet, brilliant, talented kid | 
loved became a stumbling drunk most days and a junkie. | had been that way once so it was hard to hold it 
against him, especially when | was snorting lines beside him but it all became too much. The stress of Axl's 
crazy temperament, the lonely hours that | spent roaming whatever city we were in while Slash was passed 
out asleep, | begged him to cut back. | pleaded with him to come back to me. But he couldn't or wouldn't and | 
couldn't take it. | left while he was sleeping a note telling him that my heart was breaking but | couldn't take it 
anymore sitting on the nightstand and | got on a plane headed to Indiana. | knew I'd have to finish the European 
leg if the show but | wasn't going home with him during the two weeks we had off. 


Of course he found me and called me crying and pleading with me to come home and | sobbed out my pain to 
him but told him that he could get sober and be with me or keep doing what he was doing without me. He 
didn't understand why | couldn't love him as is and it wasn't lack of love | just couldn't handle the strain 


anymore; | was ready to have a fucking breakdown! 


When we met up in Europe Slash was wasted. He killed his pain with smack and booze and Axl's was suddenly all 
over him every night onstage. Axl who used to be my best friend but who had become a dictator and who 
was furious that | was leaving. | guess feeling up the man who still held my heart in front of me every night 
was some sort of twisted revenge. 


| played my last show in London and | left without saying goodbye to anyone. | started to but in the shadows of 
the back hallway | had seen Axl shove Slash who was already halfway through his second bottle of jack, up 
against a wall. | couldn't hear what he said but Slash laughed and Axl leaned in and kissed him. Slash didn't push 
him away, in fact he kissed back. | knew his kiss tasted like whiskey, that biting, stinging sweetness that | both 
loved and hated. | didn't say anything, | just turned around and found the nearest exit. 


When | filled in for Gilou we barely spoke. Axl had Slash's heart and mind twisted three ways from Sunday and 
talking to me would only cause a fight. | heard them fighting some nights, Axl yelling and glass breaking and 


Slash would hide the bruises behind his hair or a pair of sunglasses. My heart bled for him, | wanted to snatch 
him up and take him away but he chose to stay. He wanted to travel and play stadiums and be a rock star | 
mean come on he was mother fucking SLASH by then and the band was bigger than ever. Duff begged me to 
talk to him, to take him back because he knew | still loved him and Axl was slowly killing him but | couldn't. He 
chose all of this over me and he knew where to find me if he decided to change. But that took years and he 
got married twice and had kid days before sobriety finally stuck. 


We had a brief and intense fling when Velvet Revolver first came about but when they hired Scott, another 
crazy red haired singer | was out and Slash fell into the living arms of OxyContin to kill the pain. | haven't seen 
him since except on tv and Duff keeps me updated on his life. I've been married and divorced too and found my 
own ways to cope with the loss of him. But some nights | let myself remember. Some nights | give in and 
crack open a little bottle of whiskey and let myself get lost in the past, lost in memories of him that are so 
strong sometimes | swear | can hear his voice. But in the end I'm alone with another empty bottle of whiskey 


and the taste of him on my lips. Damn the whiskey. 


